Perhaps it was only that he resented my not being the - <
young girl he had lost.   Or maybe, I see now, with
true masculinity he demanded that his women should
be a mere complement to himself and fretted 'because I
took so long to mould to the shape he required.
I wasn't rich in those days. The Browns were
making me a small allowance, but it paid for little more
than my half-board and lodging. There were weeks
when I earned so little from the water-softeners that
day after day I had to walk up from Maida Vale to
my district in Golder's Green to save the bus fare. On
svenings when I wasn't going out with Maurice and
Victor I went regularly to Lyons' Corner House to hear
i violinist named Hoffman play. I had formed a dis-
tant and romantic attachment for him, and I spent
most of my pocket-money buying egg mayonnaises and
tee-creams so that I might be able to sit undisturbed and
listen to him. I played with a secret dream that one
day I might be able to save enough to buy a violin and
take lessons from Hoffman.
Little by little Maurice began to drop out of the
three-cornered parties, and I had Victor to myself. The
more I knew him, the more my admiration for him
grew. There was nothing sexual about our relationship.
We were like a brother and his favourite sister. We
talked to each other in a language of high-spirited non-
sense that can only be understood by people who are
very close together. I had never been happier in my
life. It lasted about four months.